DEATH   AND   TO-MORROW

CHAPTHR I'lGIIT
MY only pleasure those early autumn days, \villi the sky now and
then showing samples of the light grey Paris winter thai would
soon come, was to go to the private concerts ol Victor (iillcs, that
fine interpreter of Chopin. Ft was a luminous feeling to break
away from covering death as the Second Schcr/o rose like a sort of
winged victory; then 'La Pin de Polognc', hack with a hang but
confident, for Poland would rise because Chopin was saying so; or
a Toccata and Pugue by Bach. I'd shake my head at the thought that
there used to be Germans who didn't wear steel helmets. And then
Liszt, and then back to Chopin. It was comparatively hard to go
into the street where the relentless (iernian black-out reigned.
One evening, as 1 walked away front Clilles's house ( ran into the
German count of whom I spoke before. We we.nl into a quiet cafe
and I asked him how the French were taking to his, and Abel/As,
special brand of the Garden of liden.
'The trouble is," the count said, "that there are three distinct
policies pursued by us. First the Army. It considers France, as a base
of operations and doesn't care about anything else. Then the
Gestapo, who want to turn France into a huge concentration camp;
those people understand nothing. Then Abets, who understands
the French better than anybody else and could bring France round
if only he "were left alone. But Hitler always enjoys such opposing
policies. He first encourages one, then the other, and you don't
know where you arc."
He wasn't in a good mood.   He brooded a bit, then he said, "I
wonder which of the three policies will come out on the top ?"
"The fourth," 1 said, "le manque Jc patat.cs ct Jc pinard."
He considered my remark in his serious way and said:
"There you are.   What's the good of Abet/, explaining to the
Frenchman the great part he will play in the New Order and then,
the Frenchman goes home and finds his sheets requisitioned by the
Army and his son arrested by the Gestapo ?"
"What's the good of it?" I repeated. "And don't forget there's
England resisting. That makes an immense difference. You can't
tell the French any more that the English arc cowards and they only
fight to the last Frenchman."
"Never mind about England. She'll be finished in no time. Of
course they fight. They are Nordic people, too." Later on he
said to me, "I'm glad I've met you. I want to warn you. You know